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SO it was Maddalina whose sharp

filler-nails had left those deep red
scratches on Mrs. Fisher's arms; it
was her shrill voice thai hail been

heard crying "No, no, no!" and "Si, si,
si!" on the afternoon of the murder. It
was she who had opened the envelop and
stolen the bank-notes which Mrs. Fisher
had left for Willings.
Hut.there the trail became blank

again.
Was it her hand also that struck the

blow at Mrs. Fisher's temple? And, if it
were, whose hand had given those ghostly
rappings a full hour after the murder?
Whose voice had cried, "My Qod, my
God!" in that locked apartment, long
after Maddalina had (led?
The shock of Maddalina's attack on

1). Hope had left the little group exhausted.The Doctor stood, wiping the
2..4-;hio fnnthonH. I). IIoDO
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had sunk into a cliuir, and Willings was

fanning her. Only the Judge could summonenergy enough to ask one of the questionsthat were throbbing in all their
minds.
"Can you make her tell anything else, '

Laney?" he queried. "Can't you make '

her toll who the mur."
But, before the Doctor could answer,

their attention was forced back again to '

the chair where Maddalina, panting and s

apparently exhausted, was showing signs N

of waking from her trance. Along-drawn, f

pitiful moan broke from her lips.
"Ah-h! Xfadre di Din!" It was as if, in

her first waking moment, she realized that
she hud been made to betray herself. Shi'
dashed herself at her captors like a caged
beast. It required all the strength of the '

three men to force her bnek into the chair.
Then, spent and flagging, she began

'11 fnrtl. ii ceaseless stream of denials. '

She knew nothing of Mrs. Fisher's *

death. Site had not heard of it till next .

morning, when she rend it in II Teleyrufo.
She knew nothing of her jewels, her pearls,
of any stolen money.

Again the Doctor showed her the big
blue envelop that had contained the banknotes.For an instant she gaped, blenching.But next moment came more denials.
From the street below came the sound

of horses' hoofs and a gong. Judge Bishop
went to the window and looked out.

"It's Boyce," lie said to the Doe<;_ii. lu'o notml' lip's
tor quieu.y. ixt- « gui ...o

'

come for her. Can you make her tell
anything else?"

"I'm afraid not, but there's just
a chance. We'll let her know that
we've got Jimmy, anyway. Perhaps
that may loosen her tongue. Send for
him."
A moment later the little Cockney

appeared in the doorway; but, before
he could speak a word, even before he
could enter, the girl broke forth, shriekingher recognition: "A-i-i

rPIIKY had believed her physically
spent. Hut now, ut the sight of

Jimmy, a beast fury leaped up in her t hat
n"au'"' nmrtliiniiP elm hnH ulinwti lw>fnP<>.
j^wanru CIM Y iinn^ HUM .........

"Liiir! English dog! Spy!"she cried
out. And the next moment, while she
tore at her handcuff's, she luid begun to
scream such things as Laneham himself
had never looked for.

Let them ask their questions of
Jimmy too, she shrieked, ls-t t hem ask
him, first about that xcritto.that writing.whichthe Signora Fisher had had
them sign, and that only a few hours
l.,f.,p. liui> rl,,»fltt If it ivflji thieves will 1

killed her.jewel thieves from Italy.
let any one say what that writing
meant!

Let him tell, she shrieked, about the
quarrel they had heard! Oh, si,
nil He had heard it as well as she! Let
him tell about that, and say if it hud
anything to do with the killing of the
Signora!
She hardly paused toeateh her breat h.
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HOW was Mrs. Fisher murdered. ami wl
Fisher's lawyer, atul Dip l.aneliam, h

admitted by Jimmy, the Cockney hulle
nrlp and mysteriously lines, leaving the
recelvinn no answer, seek to enter her
and instantly, as their tinners touch it, t
a second door wit It the same result; and a
those locks at the minute the two men s

accompanied by an uncanny knocking
cries out: "My Ood, my God!" They I
her private swimming-pool, is the bod
the apartment is locked; every door
pearls of groat value in a safe protected
it for these she has been murdered? I
How has the deed been done, and how ha

The Doctor undertakes to solve the ill

Jimmy, the Cockney butler, the last man
telling his story, the Doctor's telephone rh
iwmln Mimic one or somct him? has secured
guards, anil has made an attempt on the II
murderer returned to the scene of his crl
IMien missing since the murder. Tliey tt
capture her, and bring tier to the Doctor
in hypnotism; and in iter trance Maddall
The Doctor and his friends arc no longer
overheard by a neigh lor on the afternt
Mrs. Fisher and Maddalina. and that thei
arms and neck were made by Maddalina

jiko a torrent her accusations rushed
ortli, one upon another.
And let them ask him ahoul the voice

le hud heard so often! lad him tell of
hat! Many times lie had heard it. and
o had she! In that voice was the devil's
vork! The corners of her mouth were
ilavered. She seemed about to have an0her seizure.
"Lot him toll of llml.of llml .of limit"
Clearly, nothing was to bo gained by

adding hor longer: slio was bosido hor(olf.At a nod from tlio Doctor, three
mtrolmen, who had come with Boy<'o, the
'ommissioner, stopped forward, and bore
icr, still screaming hor accusations and
loniuls, downstairs and into the wagon,
ludge Bishop wont with thorn.
And again the Doctor, Willing*, and

I). Hope wore loft facing the little butler
llono.

His face bore telltale evidence that

ffShe realized that slip had hppn i
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10 was t he murderer? Judge Bishop, Mrs.
or physician, going to her apartment, are
r, who immediately afterward packs his
m alone. They call to Mrs. Fisher, and,
private suite. They reach the first door; ,

he lock is turned on the inside; they try
third. Who Is inside? Whose hand turns
eek to enter? They hear footsteps inside,
m the woodwork. And a voice in agony
itirst in the door, hying on a couch, by
y of Mix. Fisher. Every wmuow in
silted. Mrs. Fisher is known to have
by the Electric Protection Company. Is
f so, how <lid the murderer pain entrance?
us lie made Ids escape?
ystery. His first clue is tile discovery of
to sec Mrs. Fisher alive. While Jimmy is
ibs. Thecall is from the Electric Protection
entrance to the apartment, in spite of the

fe of one of tlie E. P. watchmen. Has the
ime? Maddalina. Mrs. Fisher's maid, has
aek her to a notorious Italian tenement,
's house. The Doctor tries an experiment
na Bives terrible evidence against herself,
able to doubt that the dreadful quarrel
ion of the murder was a quarrel between
deep scratches on the murdered woman's
's fingers.

Maddaliua's thrusts had struck home.
The fatal look was there.the look that
comes into the faces of those who are holdingback some important bit of information.Dr. Laneham had described it to
them at the very beginning as the "Zaneraylook." It was on Jimmy's face at
this moment, unmistakably.

"Well." said the Doctor.
"How about it, Jimmy?
You gave us to understand
that you were tolling us

everything, you know. And a

if you're not?" ,M
The lit tie Englishman still )

stood unspeaking. Perspi- <

ration streamed from him, n

and his eyes were round wit h 1
a kind of piteousness. But J
he made no answer.

'

"Howabout it? Supposing J|
we take the quarrel tirst?"

' ^ Ia fr*"* ^M5ys
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nade to betray herself. She dashed herself

or?
"Dr. Laneham, don't h'ask me, for I

sarn't toll you!"
"Very well. Maybe wo can got at it

through tho voioo. You know, Jimmy,
wo too hoard a voioo. And you told us,
Ixiforo, that you did not hoar it."
"An' 1 didn't! 1 didn't! You were

speaking of some foarful voioo that you
ind Judgo Bishop and Mr. Willings 'ere
'card when you broke in after tho murder.
That I never 'oard. On tho day of the
murder 1 'oard no voioo of any kind!"
And here Willings entored the crossexamination.
"Jimmy," he said, "supposing for the

time we leave the voice. There's still
that third thing.tho srritto.tho writing.
We all want to keep our belief in you.
Are you going to keep silent about that,
too?"

"No, Mr. Willings!".it burst out of
him. "Not when you put it so, I won't.
And that ncrillo.you'll know anyways
why I didn't speak of it before. For, gen-,
tlemen, that writing.that writing was

Mrs. Fisher's will, that's what it was!"
"A will?"

1 llilt S Wlllll 1L W1P, nil. 111*. . invn

Maddnlina, she didn't know,.she 'adn't
the learning to,.but I knowed. And
Mrs. Fisher had written it out 'erself that
morning!"

"Jimmy! But why.knowing, knowing
Continued on page 13
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of /irr raptors like a caged beast."


